Part Two.

BIRTH OF A WORLD,

At the mid-hour of a semitroples
night, in a land not far different from
this, wellnigh 2,000 years ago, a
world was born. A world of hope,
and courage and tenderness; a world
within a world, albeit its confines wera
the walls of a lowly stable hid in pale
Judea's hills,

No blare of trumpet, blown through
the far distances of alr, ;announced
the coming of the new ruler into His
own, but, down long bars of light
twixt heaven and earth, the white-
winged angels sent sweet melodies of
peace. Weaving through space in its
¢ternal course, the rolling earth made
no pouse for this, the grentest event
in all its history, yet, hung on high,
a stranger amid the galaxy of stars
guided the far-called wanderers of the
night unerringly to the manger where-
in He lay, dimming, for once, at least,
thoge points of light that for so long
had whitened the sullen dreariness of
the desert night.

And then, sweet and low, there came
to the humblest of them all, to the
shepherd tending his flock through the
watches of the nlght, the sound of
angels' volees In the second Annuncla-
tion, the song of peaca in place of the
strife the world hail known so long.
Ringing, ringing, down through the
vaulted heaven it fell, and he, for-
sooth, he thought he dreamed!

And through it all the Babe, the
golden glory of the Star drifting about
His head, turned In His sleep and
smiled,

Nigh to the same hour another babe,
he of the gold-bought kiss, wet with
his tears the embroldered pillow on
which he lay.

The Little Ones,

There's n patter of tiny foot-
Bleps;

There's chattep of broken

speceh;

the wvery least at

Christmas feast

For the Christmas
muy reach,

or the

pHlums

And dancing feet are light-
Hommi,
And Hitle hare feet are dear,
And lute to bed goes the
golden hend

On the merviest night in the
year.
—Margaret E. Sangster.

The Boy Spirit,

In every man there s the spirlt of
the boy that once dominated him. It
never cntirely dies out. In the coldly
commerclil man, whose idol is the
dollar mark, the hoy spirit Hes dor-
mant, but it is there, mnevertheless,
and can be aroused if it 1s only ap-
pealed to in the right way, At this,
the Christmas season, every man
should try to forget his stern self and
be a boy again, Cut all the restralnts
and let the boy-nature have full sweep,
for this Is what Longfellow would call
“the chilidren’s hour The man who
does not put away all selfishness and
Hve the spirit of the Christmas time
is an encemy to himsell and Lo society.
Let the merry
unanimous —Four-Track News,

Christmas Decorations,

The practice of “iying greens,” or |

decorating ehurches and houses with
evergreons ut Christmas, has existed
in England from very ecarly times.
The holly was thought to symbolize
the Crown of Thorns, the prickly
Jeaves standing for the thorns, the
searlet berrles for the sacred drops of
blood. Mistletoe has always been
used in house decorations, but was
not allowed in the churches on de-
connt of the associntion with the cruel
rites of the Drulds,

The King of Glory.

Hefore the paling of the stars,
Before the winter maorn,

BHefore the varbivst cockerow,
Juesua Christ was bhorng

Born In o stialile,

Cradled In 6 minger.

In the world his hands had made
Borin o atranger

Privat ond king oy fast asloep
In Jernsalam,

Young and old Iny fast asiesp
In vrwdsd Bethilehem]

Bulnt and ungel, ox 1 nss,
opt o wilch toggtlier 3
wfore the Christinoas dnybrealk
In the winter woalher.

Josus on his mofhers hregat
1 Ahe sibalil |

Bliotless Lamb 1 wans he,
Shephurd nf .

Lot us kneel with 3 i} mald,
With Ju hanry,

With suln . X ppl Ass
o hall af lory

King
—Chiuting Rosaseltl
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Time
Christmas day encireling all our lim-
Ited world like a magle ring, left noth-
ing out for us to miss or seek; bound
together all our home enjovments, af-

was, with most of us, when

fections, and hopes; grouped every-
thing and every one aronnd the Christ-
mas fire; and made the little pleture
shining in our bright young eves, com-
plete,

Time eame, perhaps. all s soon!
when our thoughts overleaped that
narrow boundary; when there was
some one (very dear, we thought then,
vory beautiful, and absolutely porfect)
wanting to the fullness of our happi-
ness; when we were wanting too (or
we thought so, which did just as well),
at the Christmas hearth by whieh that
some one sat; and when we Intertwin-
ed with every wreath and garland of
our life that some one's name,

That was the time for the bright
vislonary Christmases which  have

long arisen from us to show

faintly, afier summer rain,
In the palest wedges of the
ralnbow! That was  the

time for the beatifiod enjoy-
ment of the things thalt were
to bhe, and never were, aml
yet the things that were so
real in our resolute hope that
it woulil be hard 1o say, now,
what realities achieved sinee,
have been stronger!

What!  DId that Christ-
mas never really come when
we and the priccless pearl
who was our young cholee
were received, after the hap-
piest of totully impossible
marriages, by the two nnited
familles previously at dag-
gers«drawn on our account?
When brothers and sisters-
in-law who had alwayvs Leen
rather cool to us before onr
relationship was  effected,
perfectly doted on us, anl
when fathers amd mothers
overwhelmed us with unlim-
ited dpcomes, Was  that
Christmas dinner never real-
ly eaten, after which we
aroze, and generously and
eloquently rendered honor
to our late rival, present in
the company, then and thers
exchanging friendship anid
forgiveness, and founding an

attachment, not to be sur-
passed in Greek or Roman
story, which subsisted until death?
Has that same rival long  ceasod
to eare for thal same priceless

pearl, and married for money, and be-
come usurious? Above all, do  we
really know, now, that we should prob-
ably have been miserable if we had
won and worn the pearl, and that we
are better without her?

That Christmas when we had re-
eantly achleved so much fame; when
wea had been carried in trivmph some-
where, for doing something great and
good: when we had won an honored
and ennobled name, amd arvived and
weare recelved at home In a shower of

Christmas spirit be | tears of joy; Is It possible that that

| Ohristmas has vot come yet?

| constitutel

| of the drop

And is our life hore, at the hest, go
thitt, puusing ns we ad-
vapee at sach a notleeable mile-stone
fn the track as this greal birthday,
we look back on the
things thut never
wers, ag naturally and
full as gravely us on
the things that have
been and @re gone, or
have hoen wmd  still
are? I It e so, dnd
g0 It seems 1o be,
must we come to the

The Ji

canciugion, that
than a dream,
lover and
into H?
No! Far be such misecalled philos-
ophy from us, dear reader, on Christe
mas-day! Nearer and closer Lo our
hearts be the Chrlsimas splrit, which
is the spirit of active usefuiness, per.
severances, cheerful discharge of duty,
kindness, and forbearance! It is In
the last virtnes espeelally, that we
are, or shonld be, strengthened by the
unaceomplished vislong of our youth;
for, who shall say that they are not
our teachers to deal gently even with
the impalpable nothings of the earth!
Therefore, ag we grow older, let us
be more thank(ul that the circle of our
Christmas assoclations and of the les.
song that they bring, expands! Let
us welcome every one of them and

life is little
and little
strivings  that

bettor

worth the
wir erowid

Botticelli’s Madonna

csummon them to take their places by

| yor,

the Christmas hearth,

Welcome, olid aspirntions, glittering
crentires of an ardept fancy, (o your
shelier  underneath the holly! We
Know you, and bave not ontlived you
Welcome, old projects and old
loves, however, fleeting, 1o your nooks
among the steadier lights that burn
around  us, Welcome, all thai  wis
ever yeul o oour hearts: aml tor the
carnestness  that made  son risd,
thanks 1o Heaven! Do owe bnilil no
Christmas eiastles in the elonds now?
Let oir thoughts, flnitering HKe hat-
terflivs among these Howors of chil-
dron, bear witness! Jetore this boy,
there sireiches ont a fatare, brichtier
than wee ever looked on o one old po-

mantic tiuwe, Lot bright with  honor
and with  truthe Avound  this  Hetle
head on which the sunny  curls  lie

heaped, the graces sport, as preitily,
as airily, as when there was no soyvihe
within the reacht of Time to
#wity the curls of our first-dove.  Upon
another ghtl's fave pear i placider
bt smiling bright—a qguict and con-
tented Motle face, we see Home fairly
written, Shining from the word, s
rays shine from a siar, we how,
when our graves are old, other hopes
than ours are young, other hearts than
onrs are moved; how other ways ure

shear

se
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mpleciute.

decays, for other homes and other
bands of children, not yet in belng nor
for nges yet to be, arize, and bloom
and ripen to the end of all!

Welcome, everything! Welcome,
alike what has been, and what never
was, and what we hope may be, to
your shelter undernenth the holly, to
your places round the Christmas fire,
where what is sits open-hearted! In
vonder shadow, do we see obtruding
furtively upon the blaze, an eénemy's
fuce? By Christmas Day we torgive
him! If the injury he has done us
muy admit of such companionship, let
him come here and take his place. If
otherwlse, unhappily, let him go henee,
assured that we will never injure nor
aeense him,

On this day we shut out Nothing!

“Pause,” says a low volee. “Noth-
ing? Think!"

“On Christmas day, we will shut
from our fireside, Nothing"

“Not the shadow of a vast
City  where the  withered
leaves are |ying deep?” the
voice replies.  “Not the shad.
ow that darkens the whole
zloba?  Not the shadow  of
the Clty of the Dead?

Not even thut. Of all days
In the year, we will turn onr
Inees towards that City upon
Chrigtmas day, and (rom its
sllent hosls bring those we
loved, among us.  City of the
Dead, in the Wessed name
wherein we are goathered at
this time, and in the Presence
that is here among us accord-
ing to the promise, we will re-
celve, and not dismiss, thy
pioplic who are dear to us!

Yes. We ean look upon
these  children  angels  that
alight, so solemnly, s0 beauti-
fully, among the living chil-
dren by the fire, and ean bear
to think how they departed
from us. Entertaining nngels
unawares, as the Patriarchs
did, the pluyful children are
unconsclons of their guesis;
It we ean see them-—ean see
a radiant arm  around one
favoarite neck, as if there were
a tempting of that ehild

ont

away. Among the celectinl
flgures Is one, n poor mis-
shapen hoy on earth, of a

slorions besuty now, of whom
hig dying mother sald it griov-
il her mueh 1o leave him here, alone,
for so many yeurs as It was likely
wontlid clapise hofore he came to her—
being sueh a little child.,  Bul he went
quiekly, and wus lakd upon her breust,
and In her hunds ghe lends him,
There was n gnllant boy, who fe]l,
rar away, upon o burning sand beneath
o burning sun, and sald, “Tell them at
hopmee, with my last love, how much 1
could have wished 1o kiss them ones,
but thut 1T died coutented  amd  had
dowe my duty!™ O there wis anoth-
o, over whom they read the words,
“Therefore we commle his body 1o
Lhe deep!™ and g0 consligned bim 1o
the lonely ocean and sailed on.
there was another who lay down (o
his rest In the dark shadow of great
foresty, and, on eiurth, awoke no more,
O shall they not, from sand and sea
wnd forest, be brought home at such
o  time!'—From  the
writings of Charles
Divkens.

Christmas  eve
midnight hos always
In all eguntries heen
looked upon as  the
“ghostliest™ timoe  of
the vear,

smoothed ; how  other happlucess
blooms, rvipens, and decays—no, not
Christmas Coasting, Frankincense, '

Girls often are o little neglecied in
tha Chrisgtmus sports, says Country
Life in Awmericih. For thelr benefit,
and not omitting the hoys, a roasting
party sy organized, gwith  rival
bobs Lot there be @ competition for
distance, carried out over the level
snow of the rosd or lake. ut the foot
A marking apparatus can
be constructed with evergreen lines,
which will be stched oul in grecn
agalnst the white snow.

Frankinecepse was pare of the mogi's
gift on the firdt Christmas doy hecause

it had “an odor of sweel gavor,” as an

old leginid says

Few Hero/Princes,
The first Christmas
iribute 10 hope as well as to fuith, to
a divine administration, Most heroe!
cotné up out of common e,  Davld,
the founder, was a country Ind whe
siudled the gtars incldentally, butl pro
fessionally was a klller of wolves tu
save lambs. Few heroes are born
princes, The Prince of Peace was
born without place to lay hls head
other thun that shared with the dumb
world

Or |

gifts wern a |

CHRISTMAS THOUGHTS,

Christmas is essentially
human  good
Curtis.

May the spirit of the sweet Christ-
mas Child possess me, may the Star
of Bethelhem shine above my dwell-
ing place —Thomas a'Kempis.

The season of regenerated feeling--
the season for Kindling, not merely the
fire of hospitality in the hall, but the
genial flnmes of charity in the heart,
—Washington Irving.

We make a great deal of peace with
heaven; Christ made much of peace
on earth,—Henry Drimmond,

It is good to be children sometimes,
and never better than at Christmas,
when Its mighty Founder was a child
Himsell.—Charles Dickens,

I have always thought of Christmas
time as a good time. A kind, forglv-

ing, charitable, pleasant time.—
Charles Dickens,

a day of
will.—George  William

Lift up your eyes to the great mean-
ing of the day, and dare to think of
your humanity as something so di-
vinely preclous that it {8 worthy of
belng made an offering to God. Count
it as a privilege to muke that offering
as complete as possible, kKeeping noth-
ing back; and then go out to the pleas-
ures and duties of your life, having
been truly born anew Into His divin-
ity, as He was born into onr humanity
on Christmas day.—Phillips Brooks.

H. blesed day which giveth the rternal e
To wil and sevwe and all the brete
withing

Oh, cotne to un, amid this war of life.

Te hatl sl hovel . come, 10 all wha toll

Tn Senate, shop of study: and to thor

Who, sumlered Ly the wasjes of half a world,
Hiwarned and sorely tempiod, sver face
Nature's bLrute powers sl inet somenned o

Cund. 1 then. Llest amd Slessing, Christmas

¥

Tell them onee more the tale of Dethiehen,

The kreeling shephierds and the Babe Déviee,

Ard keep (e men, ddeed, fair Christmias
day. —Charlcr Kwgiley

Fotetelling the Weather,

An old authority gives a forecast of
the weather which depends on Chrlat-
mas day, as follows:

“It the sun shines clear and bright
on Christmas day it promises a peace-
ful year, free from clamors and strifes,
and foretells muelh plenly to ensue;
but If the wind blows stormy towards
sunset, it betokens much slekness in
the spring and aulumn guarters.”

Another old authority forecasts the
woerther as follows:

“When Christmas cometh while the
moon waxeth, it shall he a very good
vear, and the nearer o cometh to the
new moon the hetter shall that yeanr
e, IF It cometh when the moon de-
creaseth, 0 shall be o hard yvear, and
the nearer the latter end thereof 1o
cometh, the worse und harder shall
the vear be,”

Brings Peace and Joy.

The benefleenee of e Christmas
idea 18 irresistible.  Creeds come and
go, Dogmas swell and burst, Sects
lare born and pass away;  bul the
Christlan's gift of Peace and Joy, of
humanity diffused, of soelal compune-
tlon embodied, I8 rapldly superseding
the Herodiun eurse of & narrow re-
ligion, of wn Inhwoan  sectarianism
and of o soclety of prejudice caste
and hate,

Christmas Morn,

Crave slulonmen
Buniedlios,
And women of high de-
L
Morvily o with an overs
Hivw
OF giftk for the Clirin -
LLTTTY R § AT

carry

Coedar sgnd ploe nnd holly

From th

dovp grech

Wikdds  uret horne, -

To garland the walls of
cinhidtd nid halls

LTI NI ot ul Chrisi=
Nis  morn,
—Margarel IS, Sangster,




